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The Night of the Wolf 


Author's Notes: 
And this didn\'t turn out how | quite expected it would.. Oh well, | suppose that fiction writing for youl 


His stomach rumbled. It had been hours, perhaps days, since he'd last eaten. He couldn't fucking remember 


when food had last passed his lips, the drugs, booze and groupies taking up all his time. 


Yet now he was in a car with tinted windows, being driven through the streets of Manhattan's Upper East side 
in the dead of night with little prospect of being fed. At bam he'd been dragged from his bed, dumped in Het's 
car and driven to the airport. The plane his ass had been tossed on had landed in New York where the car had 
driven them around for hours on end. Beside him, James sat quietly, head pressed against the window, eyes 


seemingly watching the passing city. 
"When the fuck we gonna eat?" 


His band mate sighed, still not looking at him. "Shut the fuck up, Mustaine." 


"Give me one good reason to. You've dragged me across the country, and for what?" 
"Like | told you, therapy.” 


"What, like rehab?" Dave snorted, trying to take his attention from the sickness which rolled through him. It 
wasn't just a lack of food now. The drug withdrawals were starting to give him the shakes. He tugged his thin 
t-shirt closer. 


"Yeah, exactly like rehab," James muttered. 
His hands curled into fists, muscles tightening, ready for a fight. "I don't need fuckin’ rehab!" 


Swinging, James glared at him. Even through the darkness of the car, Dave could feel the cold, blue eyes on 


him. 


"You need some kind of fuckin’ rehab, Mustaine. Especially if you want to stay in my fuckin’ band. And if you 


don't complete this course and come out nice and squeaky clean then your ass is on the street. Understood?" 


Snorting, Dave glanced through the tinted window. Beyond them was New York, a place they'd traveled to a 
million times before. God, he had good memories of the Big Apple. Of endless, night long fucks, of free drugs 


and even more free booze. The good times just kept on rolling. 


Well, they did until he'd punched James. Apparently, this beating had been one too many. The blond was sick of 
his antics, sick of scraping him from the pavement, sick of being his punching bag, sick of being on the 
receiving end of Dave's volatile temper. Dave couldn't understand why. They'd always messed around, always 
beaten each other up. It had been nothing but horseplay. So why the fuck had he been dragged across the 


country? 

The car began to slow, finally stopping before a grand townhouse. Four storeys of white brick stretched into 
the night, window boxes balanced on each sill. Beyond curtains and drapes, he could just make out lights shining. 
Small, artistically pruned trees stood on the steps which lead to the front door. It looked warm and inviting and 
already he could smell the warm food which was no doubt bubbling away in the kitchen 


"Cool place." 


James just grunted and got out of the car. He followed, a light rain beginning to fall as they approached the 


door. 
Standing silently before the door, James pressed a buzzer. A second later and a voice replied. 


"Yeah, this is Mr Hetfield. Got a drop off for you." 


Drop off? Was that what he was now? Already pissed off from the secrecy and lack of sustenance, Dave did 
his best to keep his temper in check Just one more wrong word could mean losing his place in the band and all 


that went with it. He really shouldn't have cared, but he did. Hiding it from the world had become all too easy. 


Finally the door swung open on to a lighted hallway. Standing before them was a slender man, poker straight 
red hair hanging around his shoulders. Eyes glanced over them before the man stood to one side. Shutting the 
door, he escorted them down the richly decorated hallway. Crystal chandeliers hung from the ceiling and the 
walls were decorated with a mix of dark wood paneling and expensive looking wallpaper. Mingled with the scent 
of vanilla was the smell of cooking and Dave felt his stomach lurch. How long ago was it since he had eaten? A 


day? Two days? Three days? He couldn't remember, all of it lost in the heady swirl of his lifestyle. 

Opening another door, the silent man showed them into a dining room. Just like the hallway, it showed off the 
wealth of whoever lived within it. A long table sat in the centre of the room and, at the head, sat another 
man. Rising, he gave the barest of smiles, gesturing toward a chair beside him. Long honey-blond hair was 
braided down his back, his lithe body clothed in a smartly tailored pinstripe suit. With the high collared shirt 
and knotted cravat, he looked as though he stepped straight out of a Victorian novel. 


"Mr Hetfield, | presume?" There was a hint of an accent to the man's voice which Dave couldn't quite place, 


possibly from somewhere Midwest. 


"Yeah, that's me." James sounded tired, as if the weight of the world were on his shoulders. "I assume you're 


Mr Ellefson?" 
"Indeed. Please, take a seat." 


James took a seat to the man's right. Pulling out a seat opposite his band mate, he was just about to wearily 
drop in to it when the snapping of fingers caused him to look up. 


The honey-blond glared at him, eyes narrowed and stern. "Did | say you could sit?" 
What. The. Fuck? Dave felt his already stretched temper begin to flare. "scuse me?" 
The finger continued to be pointed at him. "You heard me. Stand in the corner." 


"What?!" Whirling to James, he shook his head. "No. Absolutely fuckin’ not. What kind of fuckin’ rehab is this 


anyway? We're leaving. Right now!" 


Looking to the table, James shook his head. "No, we're not leaving. We're staying, and you'll do as he says." He 


sounded weary and worn down. 


Feeling his top lip draw back, Dave laughed. "We're fuckin’ leaving. We'll get some food an’ we'll be back on the 
next flight home." 


Slowly James lifted his head, eyes icy cold. "We're staying," his voice was low, threatening, and it sent a shiver 
down Dave's spine. "And, if you want to stay in the band, you'll do exactly what Mr Ellefson says. I've had 
enough of your shit. It's 1993, Dave, and you've never changed. You've always been the same and now you need 
to be taught a lesson. Time's up for you unless you do this, buddy." 

That was it, then? Do what was told of him or quit? Only James looked at him. The suited and, presumably, 
booted, Mr Ellefson stared straight ahead, jaw set, eyes on the wall. Glancing to the door, Dave took a deep 
breath. Could he do it? It would hurt but he'd find his own way. He'd got enough leverage to go out and do 
whatever he wanted. Heck, he'd done it enough before he'd gotten with James and company. Fuck James. He'd 
go out and live his own life. 


"Fine," his voice sounded almost strained. "I quit." 


Swinging on the balls of his feet, Dave headed for the door. Before he could reach it, the man's voice snapped, 
"Stay right where you are. You became mine the second you stepped foot through that door.” 


That was it! Turning back around, he stormed to the table and slammed his hands to the table. Glaring into 
Ellefson’ indifferent hazel eyes, he hissed, "| take orders from no one. Especially you, fucker.” 


The eyes turned away from him. "I feel, Mr Hetfield, that we will achieve nothing tonight. Direct action is 


needed. Bill will show you to one of our guest rooms should you choose to stay with us." 


James just shook his head and smiled weakly. "I'm alright, thanks. Got a room in the city. Do you want me to 


come back tomorrow?" 
"Please. Mid-day should have given us sufficient time." 
"Thanks. I'll see you then" 


Getting to his feet, James walked to the door, never glancing up. Panic began to ride through him, red hot and 


raw. 
"You can't go. You can't leave me here." 


He didn't reply, just turned the handle and left. Racing for the door, he slammed into it just as it shut, the pain 
only adding to everything else which stirred through him. 


"FUCKERI! I'll fuckin’ have you for fuckin’ lockin me in here! Do you hear me, fucker?! You're fuckin’ dead!" 


Wheeling around, he stared at the seated man. The hazel eyes were on him, watching him with that same 


indifference. 


"And as for you," he snarled. 


Ellefson stood as he strode towards him. Raising a hand, Dave fully intended to start the beating. He wanted 
blood, and lots of it. He'd been abandoned, tossed out by the ones he thought loved him, and someone was going 
To pay. 


Yet, before he even got within hitting distance, the honey-blond hand him pinned to the floor, arm twisted 
behind him and a knee in his back. 


Warm breath tickled his ear, the voice suddenly as soft as honey. "Master. That's what you call me. To you, | 


have no other name. And your therapy starts now." 
Fucker. That's what he'd call the man. There was no other name for someone who treated him so badly. 


Dragged to his feet, he screamed and kicked as he was dragged through the house and to the stairs. Despite 
being several inches smaller than him, the man was far stronger, able to keep him in the death grip as he 


hauled Dave up the stairs. 


A door was kicked open and he was thrown to the floor. Panting, Dave looked up and took in the room before 
him. Apart from a few supporting pillars, the entire floor was open plan Unlike the downstairs, it was painted in 
dazzling white, a number of instruments dotted the floor. Slowly his brain processed them and, as it did, he 
scrambled to his feet and made for the door. 


His exit was locked, the Fucker blocking it, his face as emotionless as before. Hell, he hadn't even broken a 


sweat, his lightly tanned skin as smooth as before. 

"Turn around," he hissed. 

Dave just shook his head. Fucker stepped away from the door. 

"Turn around and take a look at where you're going to be spending the night” 

There was no escape and his fight or flight response was kicking in harder than a gram of coke. Going for the 
man would wind up with Dave on the floor and then in hospital. They were at least a storey up, going through 
the window would also mean a hospital visit, if not a coffin home. 

With sweat trickling down his back, Dave slowly turned and surveyed the room. 

An X-shaped cross sat against one wall, a padded saw horse was in the middle of the room. Various other 
padded tables were dotted around the floor, all with leather straps hanging from them. Another device looked 
like a replica of an electric chair, complete with this straps dangling from its legs and arms. Whips, chains, 


canes, cuffs, and a myriad of other instruments hung from one wall. Chains hung from several parts of the 


ceiling. A table in one corner held various bottles and jars. 


"Strip," the voice hissed behind him. 


Eyes on the shade covered windows, Dave shook his head. He was going to resist, going to fight it to the very 


end. 

‘| said-" 

Swinging around, he aimed a punch for the Fucker. It was quickly blocked, his wrist twisted painfully to one side. 
Fucker raised an eyebrow. "We can do this the easy way, or the hard way. Which one is it going to be?" 


His wrist was twisted a little more, the pain flaring along his arm. Howling, Dave felt himself go, his legs begin 


To give way. 

"Okay! I'll fuckin’ do it. Just let the fuck go." 

Rubbing his wrist, he stared down into the face before him. There was a beauty to it like he had never seen in 
a guy. Plump lips, a prominent nose and large, almond shaped eyes completed the sweeping lines of his face. His 
lithe body looked too slender to hold the power it did. And there had been something about the hands, 
something about the way they'd held him. Way too strong for such a small body. Grabbing one of the man's 
wrists, he flipped the long fingered hand over and ran his fingers over the pads. 

"You play guitar?" he curtly asked. 


Pulling his hand away, the man looked at him, no expression ever making itself known. "That really is none of 


your business. Now strip." 

"Not till you've told me." 

Sighing, the Fucker leaned back against the wall. "Strip." 

"Tell me." 

Strip." 

"Only if you tell me." 

He didn't say anything, just leaned against the door staring. 

"I'm not gonna get fuckin’ anywhere with you am |?" Dave hissed. 


The anger was still there, still boiling through his blood. But, with every moment locked in the room, it began 
to fade. There was no escape and the man, the Fucker that held him there, wasn't going to give him anything. 


Even his simple question was being ignored and Dave suspected it was the same tactic the police always used; 


give information and you give the person you're holding a step on to the ladder. 


Again, he weighed up his options and realised that there truly was no way out. His soul chilled at the prospect 


of what was to come. 
Suddenly, the Fucker spoke. “If you listen and take your clothes of right now, I'l take it easy on you" 
"Easy? How easy?" 

The Fucker shrugged "You might bleed. You might not" 

Dave felt his shoulders sag. "Look, how about if | call Het and | apologise. Will that get me outta here?" 
ne 

Fuck 


"How about if | let you fuck me?" The thought made him cringe but it wasn't anything he hadn't done before. 


Had spread out many guys and fucked them senseless. Just hadn't let anyone ever fuck him. 
"No." 
Shit. 


The options, it seemed, had well and truly run out. Glancing at the floor, Dave took a deep breath and tugged 
the sweat dampened tshirt over his head. Tossing it to one side, he kicked off his sneakers and worked his 
jeans down. Shuffling them off, he added them to the shirt. 


The Fucker looked down at them. "Fold them and put them by the wall." 


Dave's jaw tightened, the anger rising again. The redness was coming thick and fast, threatening to choke him 
and push him over the edge. And God help the Fucker when that happened. He wanted to grab the cream 
cravat and choke him with it. Wanted to see him scream and gasp for breath. Grabbing the clothes, he roughly 
folded them and dropped them by the wall. 


Completely naked, he faced the man and rammed his hands into his hips. "Now what, Fucker." 


He instantly regretted it as the honey-blond stepped away from the door and up to him. For the first time 
since he had stepped into the building emotion raced over the man's face. The large eyes narrowed and the 
pretty lips became thin. Obviously he'd struck a nerve and excitement suddenly danced through him. Dave 

struggled when his arms were forced behind him. Thick, fur lined bands locked around his wrists. Rolling his 


shoulders, he quickly realised that they were locked together. 


Screaming bloody murder, he fought as a chain was clipped to them and he was heaved to his tiptoes. A ball 
was forced between his lips, choking and silencing him as it was fastened around his head. His legs were pushed 
apart and more fur lined cuffs were clipped around his ankles, something strong keeping him from bringing his 
legs together. Looking down, he was just able to make out a metal bar. A hand grabbed his hair and twisted it 
before pinning it to the back of his head. Everything was so cool, so clinical and it made him twitchy. He'd 
never liked such situations, had hated the hospital visits after fights, loathed the offices of the rehab 
therapists and had an unrivaled anger for the police. In fact, anyone in authority just pissed him off, and the 
Fucker was just another to add to an already long list. 


Just as everything went quiet, a knock rattled the door. As the Fucker went to answer it, Dave began to 
struggle, figuring that if he tugged hard enough the chain would tear from the fixing in the ceiling. Whoever 


wanted the Fucker might just give him enough time for an escape. 

Yet the sound of raised voices was oddly appealing and caused him to still and listen 
"Bill, | strictly told you no and you still go and defy me. Do you wa-" 

"But, David -" 

"Dort you ‘but David! me. | said no, and no means no." 


David. So that was the Fucker's name. A glimmer of hope sparked to life. Even if they didn't share a love of 


guitar, they shared a name and that he could use. Information was power. 


With that piece of gold and the memory of hunger and withdrawal fading, Dave relaxed. The balls of his feet 
only just touched the floor but the pain of being stretched was becoming more bearable. The pain of his 
stretched jaw, and the saliva which dripped down his chin, was more of a problem. Wriggling, he felt his 
shoulders click back. Still, trying to remember to keep his balance was hard. What kind of fucked up rehab was 
it? 


His answer soon came as the door clicked shut and the lock was turned. 


"Your boss brought you here for a very specific reason," the Fucker - now David - mused. "He's tired of your 
drinking, drug use and, most of all, your temper. Here at Appleseed Yard | offer a special kind of rehabilitation 


and the chance to begin over." 
David walked before him, a multi-tailed whip clasped in his hands. A small smirk twitched the honey-blona's lips. 


| was once like you. Lost, a junkie, addicted to finding my next high. And | found a man who was able to, quite 
literally, beat it out of me. He taught me his ways, showed me the psychology and physiology and | adapted 
them for my own use. By mid-day tomorrow you'll never again want to be the man you were when you 


stepped in here." 


Dave felt himself raise an eyebrow. So pain, punishment and humiliation were the new rehab? 


The smirk on David's face widened. "And, if you're really good, | might just show you the flip side to this little 


lesson" 


Floorboards creaked as the whip wielding asshole disappeared from view. Knowing what was coming next, Dave 


felt his body tighten, pain screaming through him. 


For a moment, all was still and silent. Nothing more was said. Then it came, the sound of something breaking 
the air and a searing pain as the whip slammed into his back His scream was nothing more than a muffled 


noise, his body shaking, legs threatening to give way. 


The silence fell once more and Dave struggled to stay upright, his breathing short and shallow. The pain was 
pure agony, fiery hot and cutting through him. 


Again, the air cracked and what felt like a million knives sliced through his skin His cry was louder, escaping 


from around the gag, and, for the first time in many years, he felt something damp slide from his eyes. 


Over and again, the cruel leather thongs bit into him, sending shockwaves of agony through him. Never did he 
think his body would take so much punishment. Never did he think it would survive. He howled and cried, trying 
to beg around the gag to be let down. But the bastard who beat him ignored it all. Beneath the onslaught, he 
convulsed, his feet dragging on the floor. Losing his balance, he writhed at the end of the chain, his body 
threatening to fall to pieces. A hand grabbed at the cuffs and yanked him back upright, steadying him before 


taking aim again. 


He must have done something horrendous to wind up in such a place. And, through the blinding redness, 
something began to twitch in his mind. For years and years he'd subjected his friends, the remainder of his 
family and, most of all, his adopted family to abuse. They'd suffered heartbreak time and again, cried for him, 
begged him and watched as he'd ignored all that they'd said. The band had done so much for him; tossed him in 
rehab, put up with his shit, bared witness to the beatings he handed down to them. And never, in all of that 


time, had they turned on him. 
Until now. 


His being dragged to New York wasn't just about his addictions. It was about everything that was wrong with 
his life. This was his penance, and he had to pay. 


As quickly as it had started, the beating stopped and, very slowly, he was lowered to his feet. An arm wrapped 
around his waist, supporting his shivering frame as he was carefully lowered to his knees. A cushioned pad was 
placed beneath his legs and he gratefully sank into it. His wrists were released and he rubbed them, waiting for 
the feeling to to return. Everything else ached, picking away at his body and slithering into his joints. 


He quivered as warm water washed his back. It was followed by a soft towel before a cool, sweet smelling gel 
was was gently slathered over his back. At first it stung and he gave another groan. Then slowly it began to 
ease its way into the wounds, soothing and calming the rawness. Shivering, Dave hung his head, allowing the 
fingers and ointment to work their magic. Instead of being an instrument of torture, the roughened hands were 
now ones of pleasure, softly caring for him. Finally, cottony padding was pressed to the wounds, bandages 
wrapped around his torso to hold them in place. 


Once they'd finished, an arm hooked under his elbow, helping him to stand. His legs felt like water and he found 
it difficult to stay upright. The leg spreader was removed, although the gag remained, and he was carefully 


lead from the room. 


Climbing to the next floor, a door was opened and he was guided to a four poster bed. Candles dotted the 
various drawers and dressers, their gentle scent filling the room. Sitting him on the bed, David knelt before 


him. 
"Do you now know why you're here?" 


He wanted to get angry, wanted to say that he couldn't respond while gagged. But it didn't come, the demon 
subdued deep inside. Instead, he nodded, the pain finally fading to something a little more bearable. 


David's eyes were softer, the cruelty from before seeming to have disappeared. "I know your history. | know 
what you were like before you came here. You were lost, angry, devoid of any kind of affection. You found it 


by lashing out” 


Hands reached out and stroked along his thighs. Watching them, Dave trembled, something stirring inside of 
him. His heart thundered as they worked their way to his groin, fingertips dusting over his flaccid cock 


"Unfortunately your attempts to gain the attention you so craved only helped to push away those who would 
give it to you. So you found it in the depths of alcohol, the cruel clutches of drugs and the arms of 
anonymous one night stands. You were sent here not just to experience a taste of the pain you've handed out 


but also to experience the affection you so desperately want." 


Dave would have cringed, would have sneered, if it hadn't been for the hands which brushed over his 
skin. He didn't want to hear all that was being tossed at him, but there really was no choice. Yet, in a way, he 
found it almost refreshing, especially when it came from such a pretty mouth. He could get used to hearing 


that voice talk. 


The fingers moved back to his hardening cock, brushing along it and over the head. Dave whined when the 
hands disappeared, David getting to his feet and disappearing through a door. He returned a moment later with 
a small bowl of water and a face cloth. 


The ball gag was removed and the tears and saliva which crusted his face was washed away. One hand cupped 


his face and David lightly kissed his cheek before working down his throat and shoulder. Despite his mouth 


being freed, he felt no desire to talk, no desire to berate the man who had hurt him. Instead, he allowed the 
hands and kisses to roam over him, his desperation growing. He wanted to clutch the smaller man to him, 
wanted to hold him as his body was treated to most exquisitely soft touches he had ever felt. So often his 
fucks had been quick and rough. They had been nothing but soulless sex. But this, this was something different. 
It was beautiful, even if the suited man was being paid to show him the stark differences between pleasure 


and pain. 


Eventually the lips reached his own, feathering them with the barest of kisses. Dave felt his body twitch and 
stir, ecstasy rising and running through his veins. his cock throbbed, swollen and hard, the aching pain from his 
earlier beating only adding to the heady feelings. 


David clasped the back of his head, fingers working Dave's hair free and forcing their mouths together. Parting 
his lips, Dave swept his tongue into David's mouth, groaning as they tasted one another. He wanted to lift his 
arms and pull the blond closer, but he dared not to. Something was happening and the man before him knew 
the script. He was to just sit there and allow it to happen. 


Once more, fingers wrapped around his cock and he gave himself over to the feelings which raced through him. 
They were nothing he had felt before, filling him with a warm, happy sensation of elation The kisses continued 
to come, lips bruising, tongues exploring. As the fingers tightened around his cock, Dave gave a deep, guttural 
groan, his orgasm rippling through him, leaving him gasping for breath. Yet the mouth never left his, the 


fingers continuing to stroke and explore as he came against his stomach. 


woun 


Dressed in just a pair of sweatpants, he'd been lead through the house and to the kitchen. Bowls of food had 
appeared, all of which he'd devoured. Now he lay in the large bed, David stretched out beside him. With full 
stomachs, they'd returned upstairs and Dave had learned how to fully submit. He ached all over, his fingers 
worrying the wounds. But something was stopping the demons within from rearing their heads and returning. 
Sure, there were the usual side effects, the hallucinations, the itchy skin, and a myriad of other problems, yet 
they were nothing compared to what had replaced them. 


Something warm, something happy, something distinctly different from everything else he'd ever felt now lived 
within him. And it had all come from the blond sleeping beside him. David had done something and Dave couldn't 
put a finger on it. He wanted to, wanted to identify the strange new feelings, yet they seemed to want to 


remain nameless. 


Lifting his head, he peered at the watch David had left beside the bed. Bam. They'd only finished the lesson 
three hours before and soon they'd have to rise and he'd be returning home. The thought made his heart 
ache. Perhaps it was the lack of sleep? Or the recurring pain whenever he moved? It couldn't be that he'd 
actually miss the person who'd showed him so much in such a short time. Beside him, David looked more like a 
fallen angel than the badass motherfucker from the depths of the night, his long blond hair freed of its braid 
and spread over the pillow like a halo. There was something about him which made Dave want to pick him up 


and carry him away. 


David stirred and stretched, eyes opening and looking straight to Dave. He felt his heart flutter and he longed 
to lean in and give the sleepy looking blond a kiss. But he didn't know if it was allowed, if that was part of all he 
had experienced. 

Instead, he whispered, "Come home with me." 

Smiling, David brushed wisps of hair from his face. "Unfortunately | can't do that." 

Again, the knife stabbed into his heart. "Why not?" 


"Because my life is here, in New York” 


Dave could feel the desperation growing and he balled his hands into the sheets. "We could set you up in San 
Fran. It's perfect. A lot of people would look for this kind of thing there." 


The smile remained on David's face as he reached out to gently stroke Dave's face. "As much as | appreciate 


the invitation, there's also a lot of people here who need me." 
"David, please." 


The blond's face fell and Dave could almost see something which looked like heartbreak in David's face. Then 


David shook his head. 

"Idiot," he hissed. 

"Me?" Dave could feel his heartbreak deepening. 

"No, not you. Me. You overheard us and | apologise. It's the first rule of this job-" 

"Never give anything away, right?" 

David nodded. 

"Look," Dave began. "We've been through a lot in the past few hours. Surely we can drop the act now?" 

‘Its supposed to stay. It stops people from getting-" 

"Attached?" he finished. 

Again, David nodded. "This is one night out of the rest of your life. A night for you to learn a little more about 


yourself and how you function. Hopefully you can take away what you've learned and put it into practice in 


your daily life. No one's supposed to get any kind of feelings." 


"And how do you prevent that after what you did?" 
‘Normally people just walk away." The hazel eyes refused to look at him. 
"Tell me what you're feeling. Surely you feel something after all of this?" 


David sighed. "Sometimes | do, sometimes | don't. But its just a job." He groaned. "And now I've told you too 


much. In four hours, youll walk away from here and we'll never see each other again 
"No." 


Slowly David lifted his head. "Yes. That's how it's always worked and how it'll continue to work. Please consider 
this conversation as your debrief. Walk away from here at mid-day with the memories and remember all that 
you can take from it. Treat your friends and family as you wish to be treated. And, in return, they'll treat 


you with the kindness and affection you want." 


With that, David slipped from the bed and draped a dressing gown around his agile body. He disappeared 
through the door, firmly shutting it behind him and leaving Dave with nothing more than his thoughts for 


company. 


wun 


The flight home was silent. As promised, James had returned to collect him at mid-day. They'd said nothing 
and David hadn't made a reappearance. Instead Bill, the skinny, quiet redhead had redressed his back before 
returning his clothes to him. 


Now he sat with his head against the window, watching the clouds drift by. But he didn't want to be there, 
didn't want to be returning to the west coast. Dave wanted to be back in New York, curled around David and 


making him feel as good as he'd made him feel. 


James sat beside him, still not speaking. Dave felt as though he was returning for his own funeral. 


woun 


Two months on and he felt better. Hadn't used once and had only beaten up a single person. That had been 

legitimate, he'd told himself. He was protecting his friends and standing up to the people who'd called them sell 
outs. His famous temper still came out but, without it, he'd mused, he wouldn't be who he was. And he'd done 
his best to forget that single night in New York, done his best to bury it deep inside. It reared its head every 
now and again, reminding him of what he'd enjoyed. With it came the ache in his soul, as though something had 


been given to him and then torn away. 


Sitting against a wall, he stared at a blank pad of paper, desperately trying to come out with something 


resembling lyrics. It wasn't happening, his mind flicking back and forth to a number of things. Mostly it was 
whether he should stay with the band. Since the New York trip, the dynamic between them had changed. 
They'd all obviously been in on it, all had known where he'd wind up. And since then they'd given him a wide 
berth. He was still crazy Dave. Now he was crazy Dave who'd had to have some sense beaten in to him. At 
least the wounds on his back had healed. Whatever had been put on them had added the process and he was 
happily without scars. Because that would have been difficult to explain.. On top of that, they'd restricted the 
money he could have, giving it to him in dribs and drabs so he couldn't buy drugs and booze. Which explained 
the scruffy, run down house he still inhabited. It was grating on him and leaving was becoming a truly viable 


option. 


Someone, or something, hammered at the front door. Tossing the pad to the floor, he growled and got to his 


feet. Who was daring to bother him now? He'd told everyone to leave him alone, to give him some space. 


Yanking the door open, he got ready to give whoever had disturbed him a piece of his mind. Instead, he stopped 


and a slow smile made its way to his lips. 


Long, slender legs were clad in tight black jeans and a check shirt was draped around the scarily strong torso. 
Wavy, honey-blond hair fell around their shoulders, large eyes sparkling up at him. A messenger bag was 


draped over one shoulder and an elbow was planted on an upright flight case. 


"I sold the house and the business. Fancied a change." David grinned. "Oh, and you're not looking for a bassist, 


are you?" 


With the smile widening to a grin, he stood back and ushered the weary traveller in. As David stepped over the 
threshold Dave suddenly felt as though he'd been made whole again, the final piece of the puzzle finally 
dropping into place. 


